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able to use it, showing what a copious, flexible, and
delicate instrument it is. He is not a conscious artist;
he is careless of form; he often allows most excellent
situations to be, so to speak, wasted; he repeats his
ideas when he can improve them; his imagination sees
clearly, with absolute distinctness, down to every detail,
what he describes ; he is more careful than even Victor
Hugo himself to describe exactly; he heightens iihe
vividness of his pictures by the enumeration of every
detail, sparing us none; and he is always cheerful, with
a spontaneous gaiety of soul, for ever bubbling up like a
full spring upon a hillside. More than this, he is al-
ways sensible, and he is always full of hope.

Cheerful, light-hearted, full of good sense, of faith,
hope, and charity, an advocate of all good things, an
enemy of all hypocrisies; and yet he has written so that
those who read him have to show a reason why they
read him, so that those who praise him have to explain
why they praise him, so that no woman can ever read
him, and so that priests have just cause to condemn
him, independently of his derision and mockery of their
pretensions. The pity of it!
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